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Howard County Murder of Half a Century Ago
Whose Perpetrators Were Never Punished

The Case of Miss Shafer Recalls it to the Mind
of the One Aged Citizen Who is Now Fa-
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The Haunted Cabin

Chapter on Lc_)lfl

School Readers

The Collection for the St

Louis Fair MaKes Information About

These Dools of Timely Interest

my lonesomeness,” wrote a
Western New York a
few years ago, "1 stopped at
plcked up an old
volume which proved to be my
gecond reader. It cost 10 cents,
obtained $3 worth from

man in
Legzett's [

dear old
and that night I
the volums
Among a

dusty
there
book-loving man or woman than old school
Just now, when old schoolbooks
kinds are in demand for the
exhibit of such relics to be made at the
St. Lonis falr, all old school readers tLake
on increased value. The evolution of the
American school reader—even If fragmen-
tary, as deduced from the patch-work evi-
dence of battered odd volumes—should be
a matter of general interest. In one hun-
dred years most curious changes have be-
art of in what has
been termed "“The
cation.” In 139 Lindley
EJ._E“!-h‘ grammarian, complled at Hold-
gate, near York, l-::ml!;mnl, three school
readers, elaborately entitled ““The Introduc-
tion of the English Reader,” “The English
Reader” and "“The Soquel to the English
Reader." The latter wvolume (“Thomas
W. Stout's Book') s a small, much-
thumbed old brown book, with a half-soled
hand-stitched leather back, evidently the
work of village cobbler. Its brown
and vellow illustrated; and
its dullne ~hild's reader
is almost hundred and
farty-eight FProse'" and “Pleces
in Poetry" cumbrously as
“narrative pleces, argu-
mentative pleces, pieces,
thetic pieces, dialogues, public speeches and
promiscuous pleces.”” One pities the help-
less little English boys and girls who had
to stageer through such reading lessons as
“Religion, the Foundation of Content,”
“he Benefits of Christianity,” “The Char-
acter of Martin Luther,” or such poems
gas A Night Plece on Death,” and *““The
Vanity of Human Wishes."” "“Elegant and
Correct.,” indeed, were Blalr, Hume, Dr.
Johnson, Dodd Doddridege, but not
nccessarily entertaining or educational to
young children. Murray's English readers
treated sirictly of English themes, Benja-
min I'ranklin Dbeing the only American
author admitted in those gloomy pages;
but it 2 refreshing there to encounter the
Earl of Chatham's resounding phrase: *“I
the conquest
impossibility.

11 shabby books picked up from
old book shops,
interest to the

boxes at
greater

OuUtaoor
are none of
readers,

of various

instruction
crowning grace of edu-
Murray, the noted

fallen ihe

some
not
nis as a

Une

leaves are
a8 of conts
incredible,
“Pleces in
are classified

didactle
descriptive

pleces,
pa-

anda

of English-Amer-
You cannot, my

know that
ilca is an
lords, you
Baltimore in
reading book—""The
“eollection of the
eminent men who have contributed to
discovery, the settlement and the inde-
pendence of America—calculated for the
use of schools.,” This well-scuffed yellow
leather volume—A Miltenberg, Printer—
presents sketches of Columbus, the Cabots,
James Carter, Walter Raleigh, John Smith,
John Raobinson, Calvert, Willjam
Peun, Benjemin Franklin, Genera! Charles
Lee, lsrael Putnam, David
and George Washington., Murray's En-
glish readers were reprinted In America
until 1845, even unto the ninth adition: but
thelr English tone and heavy contents did
not satisfy American educators. In 1523
the Rev. John Flerpont, of Boaston, com-
piled *“The American First Class Book''—
now also a rare old brown leather-back,
precious particularly to New England eyes,
This volume of clear type and good margins
contains 209 reading lessons—also classiftied
as “didactick, pathetick, ete."” but specially
designed to give to the American youth
sxamples of the best prose and verse of
and not “obooxious to

cannot congquer America.'”

185 put forward a unique
American Heroes"—a
of remarkable and
the

Y
Llives

George

Rittenhouse

his pative land come-
plaint” on the ground of politics; a repub-
lican reader for the children of a republic.
The best authors of England and America,
gnder John Pierpont's keen scent for good
volume still notable for
its excellence. (J. W. Sprowle's book,
price, §1). Belectlons from current publica-
tions, forelgn and Awmerican, appear in this
pld school reader, but fervid American pa-
iriotism is the kevnote of the compitation.
In 1825 PBoston produced ““The His-
torical Reader,” another quaint little leath-
pr-back (“Andrew Bllls:; His Book'') *“‘for
the use of schools and families, on a new
plan,”” the title page The author,
the ev. John Lauris Blakely, with naive
announced that he annexed no
names to the reading lessons, be-

literature, make a

also

states,

pudacity.,
authors’
sause, in many instances, he had seen fit to
plter the phraseology of the
Ihree hundred pages of historical readings
begin with “The Creation” and end with an
*Address to the Dwelty’ and twelve crude
sut interesting wood cuts range from the
['nited States capitol to Sclomon’'s Temple.
I'he spirit of liberty pervades the little
plump book, and human slavery Is ener-
getically denounced in many lessons., The
digh School reader of 1532 was also pub-
ished by the Rev. J. 8. Blakely, who was
srincipal of a “lLdterary Seminary.” In
this book Is palpably exhibited some anp-
sjent Bostonlan religlous war, as its preface
slaimeg for the compilation, '"‘perhaps not
90 much literary other
particulars, more ground than
wme other DBoston readers” To uphold
which clatm no less than fifty clergymen
ppear as authors of selections presented
& the contents. Another curious old read-
&« s “"The Political Class Book,” also of

selections,

exvellence as in

elevated

inston, 1831, by William Sullivan, counsel-
lor at law, intended to instruct the higher
gchools, in all States in the
Union, In the origin, nature and use of po-
litical power. The political reader is nota-
for an alphabetical index; the first
of its kind among all these old school read-
ers.

Graded school readers began to appear in
the thirties, and soon
and excellent—to go on
public and private
Sanders series were
York in the forties,
Fourth eader *“(Rachel Ann Marsh's
Book') marks a distinet advance in
lightness of touch over Boston's earller and
more serious compllations. The American
child began to have a somewhat livelier time
over his reading book. Piety and patriotism
were as prominent, but ““Wild Horses,” *“The
Old Indian' “Fleld Flowers,” *“Niagara
Falls"” and ‘“The Ocean' were mingled with
poems on “Remembrance” and “Immortal-
ity."” Mrs. Sigourney, Miss Sedgwick, Jane
Tavior, Mrs. Hemans, Mrs. Ellis, Lady Mor-
gan, Mrs. Gilman and other “elegant female
anthors' are honored in the Sanders readers.
The lighter vein goes on with its good work
in the Tower & Walker series—Boston, 1848—
a “Practical Reader’' being followed by the
“North American First Clasgs Reader''—evi-
dently about the last of the precious old
brown leather back schoolbooks., Many
much-loved old favorites are here: Ralph
Hoyt's **Old Man on the Mossy Stone,"" ““The
Pebble and the Acorn,” Gray's “Elegy,”
“The Deserted Village,” “Jeanie Deans and
the Duke of Argyle,’” Marco Bozzaris's
“Lochinvar” and the milkmald, ““who poised
a full pall on her head.”

Among the earlier cloth-back readers is
found Salem of Portland,
Me.. 1847. Patriotism fairly beils through
the pages of “Town’'s Fourth Reader,”” and
American authors have the field almost en-
tirely—289 selections, prose and poetry, be-
ginning with Bancroft and including Irve-
ing. Everett, Wirt, Willis, Longfellow,
Beecher, Channing, Cooper, Patrick Henry,
Prentice,

classes in

ble

became numerous
forever more, in
schools. The
f=sued in New
and Sanders’'s

Town's series,

Tuckerman, Bryant,

others,

Peabody,
Miss Davidson and Pilgrims, Indi-
ans, emigrants, panthers, bison and gray
eagles mingled with the American school-
boyv's dreams of fifty-odd years ago.

To the school children of the present day,
Goodrich's, McGuffey's and Wilson's excel-
lent school readers would appear as ancient
history, but the old-time boys and girls have
not forgotten them, as f{requent newspaper
queries attest. Almost dally somewhere in
newspaperland comes a call for some long-
lost poem, to be found only in
“Most wonderful,

treasured
these old school readers.
wonderful” yet are the six old Goodrich
readers of 1857, edited by Noble Butler, A.
M., and published by Morton & Griswold,
Louisville. Prefaces grew shorter as school
book makers grew wiser, and the Goodrich
readers had almost no message, no “‘fore-
word,” except the rare, still unalphabetical
table of contents, Few finer lay sermons
on school life have been uttered than these
concise lines of explanatory phrase: “These
books are written to please, to attract, to
excite the mind of the pupil; to rouse and
develop his faculties;to inculcate moral prin-
ciples; to establish sense of virtue, feecling of
kindly charity, a reverence for religion, a
nice regard for the rights, feelings and char-
acters of others; a love of the works of na-
ture and a reverent affection for
their Dbeneficent author.” No modern
scheme of school ideas has produced
any better school readers than these
same old Goodrich books. Like the
“God Almighty's gentleman” of Wil-
liam Haazlitt, they could be presented al
any court and stand the test. Numerous
engravings adorn the Goodrich reading
books, and they contain many old much-
prized reading lessons—"FPopping Corn,”
“Inchecape Rock,” “Wind in a Frolic,” **The
Frost Looked Forth,™ *“Village Black-
smith,” *“0Old Armchair,” ., "0ld Oaken
Bucket,” “Battle of Blenheim' (It Was a
Famous Victory"), "“The Better Land"
(""Not There! Not There! My Child!™),
“Spare the Birds,” *“Casablanca,” *“Uncle
Dick.” *“The Gentle Boy,” “General Mari-
on’'s Dinner.”” Nowhere, indeed, could such
an engaging inventory end. Of similar
value, somewhat less comprehensive, were
the old McGuffey's readers, published as
early as 1848 and as late as 1857 in Cincin-
nati. Much-detested "definitions™
in the Goodrich and McGuffey.readers, and
long lines of bovs and girls had to be “kept
in"” after school to groan and agonize over

appeared

theése apparently senseless devices of the
book-makers, From the McGuffey readers
branched out in 1853 a separate graded ser-
jes of excellent books, called *“The Indiana
Series,” demignel to combine simplicity with
gense, elegance with simplicity and plety
with both. The “Indiana Third Reader”
has a great eagle on Its brown paper back,
and “"The 0Old Eagle Tree" still vividly
abides iIn the Hoosler memory, together
with “George and the Hatchet,” “The Lit-
tle Philosopher,” ""How Big Was Alexan-
der, Pa7T" "All Hollow, Hollow, .Hollow,”
“Where Is My Hat; It is Taken Away?"
and "My Shoestrings are All in a Knot."
Childish recollections seem most tenaclous,
and from the old, much-worn *“Indiana
Fourth' are recalled “"The Speech of Lo-
Ean,"” “The Town Pump,” “The Lost
Child,"” “Moss-Covered Bucket,"” “He Never
Smiled Again,” It Snows"” and *““The Spi-
der and the Fly.”

Two most unique and charming school
readers of the olden time are “The Ladies’
Reader'" of New York, 1888, and the “"He-
mans Young Ladles’ Reader,” 1847, pub-
lished In Cinecinnatl, “with special regard to
the cultivation of the female mind and
heart.” EMMA CARLETON.

New Albany, Feb. 5

miliar with the

Circumstances, and Who at

the Time Was a Suspect

ANIEL eightv-two
ltil'!_

the

RAREY,
ang a resident of
only person, =0 far as

in Howard county, who LHOWS

anvthing about the cir-
cumstances of the death of Nelson Brewer
in 1847. Mr. Rarey was himself arrested
for his supposed connection with the
fair, but shortly afterward was released, it
being evident that he was an innocént man.

The story 2 one of pathos the
tragedy of a disappointed the
cruel opposition
and of death following cloge upon the heels
of blighted affection.

Nelson Brewer, a
Kentuckian, came one day
neighborhood of Howard east of
Kokomo, Ind., to work as a hired man in
the fields. It was not long until he e
ceived an attachment for the
inz daughter of one of the farmers of the
settlement, Miss Garrigher. It was an
attackment which did not please the girl's
father. When Brewer left the settlement
one day for a short visit to his native State
he told his sweetheart that he would soon
return and they would then be
Weeks passed and no word came from the
lover. 1f his bethrothed felt the sting and
reproach of his silence and neglect and
seeming desertion she said not a word to
anyone,

The young man who was a favorite of
the young lady's father pressed his suit,
and in time was accepted the young
woman, and the marriage followed.
To the surprise of Brewer,
absent lover, appeared one day to claim the
heart and hand he had won. The impulse
to rush to Brewer's side was one the young
wife fopnd it impossible
to resist and her hus-
band’'s newly established
home was wrecked and
ruined.

That night a mob was
formed and Brewer was
torn from the side of the
woman he loved, who
begged piteously for
“God's s=ake (o spare
his life!” for she “loved
him! loved him!" There
wias no doubt in Brew-
er's mind, he was
dragged, cursing and re-
gisting, who comprised
the mob with blackened
faces., In the rear of a
little church, where
there is a rough broken
gtretch of ground, Brew-
er was conducted and
tied to a small tree.

Brewer curged his tor-
mentors, who applied
switches with lusty
blows, drawing blood
from the quivering flesh,
He exclaimed that if
life was spared he would
kill the last man of
them. Some one,
wrought to a frenzy of
fear or excitement,
rushed forward and
plunged a knife into his
side. Brewer's death had
not intended, but he died
against his bonds with a curse upon his lips.

The next morning broken and
switcheg were found scattered about
the the death. No trace of the
body could be found, The popular belief
was that it was thrust
afterwards removed to
was forced under a pile of brush over
which a small stream leaped to the creek
below and from this circumstance the spot

years
Kokomo, is
known,
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af-

and
love, of

concequendces of ‘l‘[f'l'r}téll

and gallant

the rural

handsome
into
township,

-

gll'bii-[ln k'

married.

by
sOo0on

everyone, the

as

Daniel
been straining
I}lu(!s}'\'

gscene of

bog and
where it

into a
a gully,

has since been

Glen.,"”" The £

“Dead
skeleton where
some of the men were digging a ditch
started the rumor that it was Brewer.

Mr. Rarey, in speaking of the affair the
other day, dwelt the peril circum-
stantial evidence may have to the Innocent,

their Hbraries a book

LLawvers
which treats only of cases where innocent

known as Man's

nding of a

upon

have in

circumstantial evi-

afterwards es-

men wers
denece and
tablished

Mr. Rarev's

convicted by
thelr innocence
arrest was due to the siy
that man believed

mob had called at Mr. Rarey's
and fraukly told his wife that he was
there to join the
then that resulted
not then contemplated. Mrs. Rarey
not competent Her hus-
band began at how
he should
during the
mobh., His
witnesses

circumstance one
in the
home
golicit her husband to
mab, forming. The death
was
was as a witness,

once to worry as to
pregence e¢lsewhere
the acts of the

too small to

his
commission of
children were

in his behalf.
Upon his return home Mr. Rarey, still ig-
Brewer's death, was awakened
midnight by a babel of voices and the
He supposed that the par-
ty was one of lost hunters. He saw the ap-
proach of the men with swaying lanterns.
Although submitting to arrest and trial, he
was promptly released. But a remarkable
thing during the two examina-
tions to which he was subjected by the
justice in conducting the court of inquiry.
Men whom Mr. Rarey was sure belonged to
the mob stealthily approached him and
whispered: “Don’t be in a hurry, Rarey."”
But he was in a hurry, gince, being inno-
cent, he had no interest in delay, as time
revealed that his advis-
ers had. As soon as pos-
sible those suspected
sold all they had and
left the country. Some
did not wait even to dis-
pose of their property.
One day a party of men
who were working upon
a bridge saw a woman
run across the field close
at hand and exclaim
loud enough for them to
hear: *““They have found
the body!"" Her broth-
ers whom she addressed,
and who were working
in the woods, cut the
harness off their horses
and, leaping astride, dis-
appeared and were never
seen again in the neigh-

borhood.

Mr. Rarey was told by
a friend of suspected
members of the mob
that If he would go to a
certain cornfield and
hoot like an owl certaln
men would appear. This
he did—the men ap-
neared, and he brought
the subject of the
and advised those

i!‘]"-t\'-'

be

norant ot
near

barking of dogs.

occurred

up
mob
to whom he was talking
to turn State's evidence.
They went go far with
him as to say: "“If we
did that the others would kill us, No.one
was ever brought to justice for the crime.
Al' trace of the
finally lost, even to
perhaps the best
any man in the county.

Rarey

principal participants was
Mr. Rarey, who was
acquainted with them of

There is a log cabin in the neighborhood
of the tragedvy which has leng had the
reputation of being haunted, since its aban-
donment, by the spirit of Brewer There
are who claim to have heard its walls
resound with shrieks and imprecations.

those
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By H. Dar

HAT this old, rock-ribbed earth of
ours is one vast storehouse of
unused magnetic
yvond question of doubt.

Some day we shall be using the
magnetie earth currents to furnish us with
light, heat and power, just as we are now
uéim.t our natural waterfalls for such very
purposes.

That this earth of ours is dally
swept by glant waves of magnetic energy
has ceased to be a mooted guestion—sci-
ence concedes it. In a current magazine
article no less an authority than FProfessor
Langley, secretary of the Smithsonlan In-
stitution, speaks of carth currents, not as
fancies, but as facts.

The origin of the theory that this earth
is magnetic is interesting, dating as it does
far beyond the Christian era.

Way, way back, as far as in the days of
the early Greeks, we find men vaguely sus-
that a mysterious and mighty
something was coursing through this old
world of ours—a mighty yet indefinable,
intangible something.

Yet, while they pondered,
Greek, wandering along the
rugged and unexplored mountain of mag-
nesia, gave them something to base their
pondering upon, for at the foot of one of
the mountains, in the rubbish of years, he
noticed two dirty brown stones clinging to-
gether, end to end.

Drawing hils sword, he attempted to sep-
arate them, when, to his utter amazement,
as well as horror, they clung to his naked
sword as though gripping it with unseen
impish hands,

His first impulse was to cast them from
him as being possessed of a devil, but upon
gecond thought he gathered them up and
carried them to the wise men of Atheas, so
that they might cast out the devils and
destroy them.

The stones were loddestones, or what are
now known as natural magnets; they de-
rived their name from first being found in
magnesia,

Laarge quantities of these lodestones are
to be found in many parts of the world;
in fact, they are quite common in New
York and New Jersey. Lodestones are but
iron ore, with the pecullar and interesting
trait of not only absorbing the earth's
magnetism, but of returning it.

When Marco Polo returned from his fa-
mous visit to China in 1585 he brought back
with him to Italy among his curios an odd
little bit of diamond-shaped cork wood on
which was fasitened a small stone. When
the little cork diamond was floated in water
it had the remarkable as well as interesting
property of always pointing in the same di-

4

energy is be-

beling

picioning

an unknown
base of a

no matter how much or how often
vesgel of water was turned or twisted.
so~-called or
natural magnet, fastened as it was to
that dinmond-shaped bit of wood, it was the
original of the indispensable marineér's com-

rection,
the
The stone

was a lodestone,

and,

pass of to-day.

The
called,
l]'.o

bar h:

compass, as it is
is a delicate bar of steel pivoted In
and free to swing. When the
en magnetized by contact with a
it will, no
to rest

modern mariner's
center
12 |

lodestone or permanent magnet
matter how turned,
due north and south.

The compass is the indispensable guide
for every ship—its faithful pllot across the
trackless By its aid Columbus dis-
the Western hemisphere. Without
it no ship of to-day would leave port. Its
value as an invention is 80 very great that
no price could possibly be put upon it.

The power that makes the compass needle
point north and south and ths
made the lodestone is the power which will
eventnally be utilized by man—magnetle
earth currents,

It requires but
agination to plcture
“floating stones” and
from mystic magnesia,
lunacy of to-day

The stones

dividuals to

always come

Scas,

covered

power which

little stretch of the im-
the furore over those

the new-found rocks
for take the radium
and vou have it.

were no doubt rubbed on in-
cast out the devilg of l\:]':t_{-;-—
cancer, leprosy, hvdrophobia, bald-headed
senators of Athens rehaired by a rub, male
heirs guaranteed—but if the radium stories
are not sufficiently lurid look up the liguid
air craze or the*'X-ray Insanity of yester-
day

Magnetie earth currents
with such mighty power idiy flawing under
our very feet it will not be long before the
inventive genlus of this country utilizes it.

Coal i= but a bi-product of the and
its gquantity iz limited—magnetic waves of
energy are a direct product and are inex-
haustible—we can use all we want and then
and stiill have plenty left

I can fancy the smile of complacency
that will beam from old Sol's honest ener-
getic when he sees us at last utilizing
the energy he has been daily showering
us with for lo! these many years, for it
is from the sun we derive our abundant
supply of vital magnetic energy.

With old Sol at out power house we shall
run our magnetie fans and refrigerating
plants to cool us in summer and our electric
heaterg to warm us In winter. Our rail-
wavs will be operated by magnetie earth
currents; our streetz and homes one blaze
of dazzling light from that same source—the
sun

Wireless communieation will be
the sarth where it rightfully
through the air as now.

As great, heavyv-laden trolley cars now
swish across the country. up hill and down
dale, their hundreds and hundreds of horse-
power derived from the slight toueh of the
fiying trolley wheel against the taut-drawn
w.™ abowve, =20 shall the ocean greyvhounds,
plowing through trackless seag derive their
motive power from the even now present
magnetic lines of force which girdle and
regirdle thid earth of ours.

vV

are facts, and
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Scene of Whipghmg and Death

The Nerve of Foley, Spearman’s Story
of a Daring Locomotive Engineer

A Night Run at Terrifying Speed During a Strike, and the Incidental
Rescue of a StriKer's Child on the Trachk

HERE had been rumors all winter
that the engineers were going to
strike. Certainly we of the
erating department had warning
enough. Yet in railroad life there

is always friction in some quarter; the rail-
road man sleeps like the soldier—with an
ear alert, but just the same he sleeps, for
with waking comes duty.

Our engineers were good fellows. If they
had faults, they were American faults—
ashness, a liberality bordering on extrav-
agance, headstrong, violent way of
reaching conclusions—traits born of ability
and self-confidence, and developed by pros-
perity.

One of the best men we had on
motive was Andrew Cameron; at
time he was one of the hardest to manage,
because he was vyoung and headstrong.
Andy, a big, powerful fellow, ran opposite
Felix Kennedy on the Flyer. The fast runs
require young men. If you will notice, you
will an old engineer on a fast
passenger run; even a young man can stand
onlvy a few years of that kind of work
High =peed on a locomotive is§ a question
of nerve and endurance—to put it bluntly,
a question of flood and blood.

(\Il-

and a

a loco-

the same

rarely sed

“You don't think much of this strike, do
you, Mr. Reed?' said Andy to me one
night.

“Don’t
Andy."

He lnughed knowingly.

*What actual grievance have the boys?”’

asked.

*“The trouble's
plied, evasively.

“Is that any reason for ecalling a thousand
men out on this end?”

“1f one goes out, they all go.”

“*Would vou go ocut?"

“Would 1?7 "You bet!"

“A man with a home and a wife and baby
like your's ought to have more gense,”

Getting
dently,

think there's going to be any,

on the east end,” he re-

up to leave, he
“That’'s all right.

laughed confi-
We'll bring you
fellows to terms.”

“*Mavbe,” 1 retorted, the
doer, But I hadn’t the slightest idea they
would begin the attempt that night. I was
at home and sound asleep when the ecaller
tapped on window,
sash; It pouring
pocket,

‘“What
clalmed.

““Worse than that.

“*What

“The engineers have struck.”

“Struck!

“Half-past

as he closed

the
as

I threw
rain and

my
was

up
dark
is it, Barney?

A wreck?' I ex-

Everything's tied up.”

do you mean?
What time is it?”

three, They went out at 3
o'clock.” Throwing on my clothes, I
floundered behind Barnev's la;‘nt*-rn 10 the
depot. The superintendent was already
in his office talking to the master mechauale,

Bulletins came in every few minutes from
various points announcing trains tied up.
Before long we began to hear from the east
end. Chicago reported ali engineers out:
Omaha wired no trains moving. When the
sun rose that morning our entire system,
extending through scven States and Terri-
tories, was absolutely paralvzed.

It was an astounding situation, but one
that must be met. It meant either ignom-
inious surrender to the engineers, or a fight
to the death. For our part, we had only to
walit for orders. 1t was just 6 o'clock when
the chief train dispatcher, who was tapping
at the kev, said:

“Here's something from headquarters.'

We crowded close around him. His pen
flew across the clip; the message was ad-
dressed to all division superintendents. It
was short, but at the end of it he wrote a
name we rarely saw in our office. It was
that of the railroad magnate we knew as
“the old man,"” the president of the system,
and his words were few:

“Move the trains.”

“Move the trains!” repeated the superin-
tendent. “Yes, but trains ecan't
by pinchbars nor by main force.™

We spent the day arguning with the strike
ers. They were friendly, but firm.
sion, entreaties, threats, we

bhe

moved

Persua-
exhausted, and
ended just where we began, except that we
had lost our tempers. The without
the turn of a wheel, The victory of the first
day was certainly with the strikers.

Next day it looked pretty biue around the
depot. Not a car was moved; the engineers
firemen unit But the wires
sung hard all that day and all' that night.
Just midnight Chicago wired that
No. 1—our big passenger train, the Denver
Flyer—had sturted out on time, with the su-
perintendent of motive engineer
and a wiper for fireman. The message came
from the .-'n-ruml vice president He prome-
ised to deliver that train to our division on
time the next evenlng, and he asked:
you get it through to Denver?”

We looked at vach other. At last all eyes
gravitated towards Neighbor, ocur master
mechanic,

The train dispatcher was waiting.
shall I say?’ he askad.

The division chief of the motive power

sun set

and were a

before

I.n\\'f r

a3

“Can

“What

was a tremendously big Irishman, with a
voice like a foghorn. Without an instant's
hesitation the answer came clear:

HSay ‘ves.'

Everyone of us started. It was throwing
the gage of battle. Our word had gone out;
the division was pledged; the fight was on.

The next evening the strikers, through
some mysterious channel, got word that the
Flyer expected. About 9 o'clock a
crowd of them began to gather round the
depot.

It was after 1 o'clock when No. 1 pulled
in, and the foreman of the Omaha round-
house swung down from the locomotive
The strikers clustered around the en-
gine like a swarm of angry bees; but that
night, though there was plenty of jeering,
there no actual violence. When they
saw Neighbor climb into the cab and take
the run west there was a sullen silence.

Next day a committee of strikers, with
Andy Cameron, very cavalier, at their head,
called on me,

“Mr. Reed,” he sald, officiously, “we've
to notify
through

was

cab,

was

come
trains

_\'i"ll‘

here

not to run any
till this strike's set-
tled. The boys won't stand for it: that's
all.™ With that he turned on his heel to
leave with his following.

*Hold on, Cameron.,"”
hand as I spoke;

maore

I replied, raising my
“that's not quite all. I
suppose you men represent your grievance
committee?"’

“Yes, gir.”

“I happen to represent, Iin the
tendent’s absence, the managemen
road.
mittee
president
from wyou
That's all."”

Every hour the bitterness increased,

superin-
of this
I simply say to you and to your com-
that 1 take my the
and the general not
nor anyvbody represent,

from
manager;
you

orders

We

" got a few trains through, but we were ter-

ribly erippled. As for freight, we made no
of moving it. Trainloads of frait
and meat rotted in the vards. The strikers
grew more turbulent daily. They
new men and crippled our
Then our troubles with the new men were
almost as bad.

pretense

bheat our
locomaotives,

They burned out our crown-
gheets; they got mixed up on orders all the
time. They ran into open switches and into
each other continually, and had us very
near crazy.

1 kept tab on of the new engineers
for a week. He began by backing into a
diner 80 hard that he smashed every dish In
the car, and ended by running into a siding
a few days later and setting two tanks of
oil on fire that burned freight depot,
I figured he cost us $40,0% the week he ran.
Then he went back selling windmills,

After this experience I was sitting in my
office one evening, when a voungish fellow
in a slouch hat opened the door and stuck

one

up a

hiﬁ hv;lli in.
“What do yvou want?” I growled.
“Are you Mr. Reed?”
“What do vou want?"
“1 want to speak to Mr
“Well, what is it?"
“Are yvou Mr. Reed?”
“Confound you, yes!
want?"
“Me? I don't want anything.
asking, that's all.”
His impudence staggered me so that I
took my feqt off the desk.
“Heard you looking for men™
added.

AT
sy,

What do you

I'm just

were he

I snapped. *I don’'t want any
men.'’

“Wouldn't be any show to get on an en-
gine, would there?”

A week earilier I should have
fallen on his neck. But there
others.

“There’s a show to get your head broke,”
I suggested.

“I don't mind that, If T get my time."

‘“What do you know about running an
gine?”

“Run one three years.”

“On a threshing machine?"

“On the Philadelphia & Reading.”

“Who sent vou in here?”

“Just dropped in.”

“8Sit down.”

and
had been

risen

I eved him sharply as he dropped
chalr.

“When d4id you quit the Philadelnhia &
Reading?"

“About six months ago.”

“Fired?"

“Strike."

I began to get
more questions I took him
intendent’s office. But at the door [ thought
it well to drop a hint,

“l.ook here, myv friend,
you'd better keen out of
would wring wour
Buck an orange

“L.et's tackle

into a

interested. After a few

into the suner-

if you're a spy
this. This man
neck as quick as he'd
See?
him,
fellow, evelng me coolly

I introduced him to Mr. Lancaster, and
left them together. Pretty
perintendent came into my office,

“What do you make of him, IRReed?" sald
he.

“What do you make of him?"

anvhow.," replied

soon the su-

Lancaster studied a minute.

“Take over to the roundhouse and
sce what he knows."’

I walked over with the new find, chatting
warily,. When we reached a live engine I
told him to look it over. He threw off his
coat, picked up a piece of waste, and swung
into the cab.

“Run her out to the switch,” said I, step-
ping up myself.

* He pinched the throttle, and we steamed
glowly out of the house. A minute showed
he was at home on an engine.

“Can you handle it?" I asked, as he shut
off after backing down to the roundhouse.

“You use soft coal,” he replied, trying the
injector. *“I'm used to hard. This injector is
new to me. Guess I can handle it, though."

“What did yvou say your name was?"

“l didn't say."

“What is it?" I asked, curtly.

“¥Foley."

“*Well, Foley, if you have as much sense
as you have gall you ought to get along. If
yvou act stralght you'll never waw/.jfor a job
again live, If ¥ou dongt
you won't live very long."”

“Got any tobacco?"

“Here, Baxter,”” said I, turning to tha
roundhouse foreman, *‘this is Foley. Give
him a chew, and mark him up to go out on
No, 77 to-night. If he monkeys with any-
thing around the house kill him.”™

Baxter looked at Foley, and Foley looked
at Baxter; and Baxter not getting the to-
out Foley reminded

him

ns long as You

bacco quick enough,
him he was waiting.

We didn't pretend to run freights, but [
concluded to try the fellow on one, feeling
sure that if he was crooked he would ditch
it and skip.

80 Foley ran a long string of empties and
A ocar or rotten oranges down to
Harvard Junction that night, with one of
the dispatchers for pilot. Under my orders
they had a traln made up at the junction

to bring back to MeCloud. They had plcked
all the the wyards, Including
half a dozen carg of meat that the Jocal
Board of Health had condemned after It
had laid out in the sun for two weeks, and
a car of butter we had been shifting around
ever since the beginning of the strike.

When the strikers saw the stuff coming
in next morning behind Foley they con-
cluded I had gone crazy.

“What do you think of the track, Foley?™
said 1.

“Fair,” he replied, sitting down on my
“Stiff hill down there by Zanes-

two of

up strays in

desk.
vills

“Anv trouble to climb {t?” I asked, for I
had purposely given him a heavy train.

“Not with that car of butter. If you hold
that bidtter another week it will climb a
hill without any engine.”

“Can vou-handle a passenger train?*

*1 guess s0."

“I'm going to send you west on No. 1 to-
night.”

“Then vou'll have to give me a fireman,
That guy you sent out last night is a light-
ningrod peddler. The dispatcher threw most
of the coal.”

“I'll go with you myself, Foley. 1T ecan
give vou steam. Can you stand it to double
back to-night?"

“*I can stand it if vou ean.”

When I walked into the roundhouse in the
with n Foley
was in the cab getting ready for the run.
brought the Flyer in from the

As soon as he had uncoupled and got
f the way we backed down with the
445 It was the best engine we had left,
and, Tuckily for my back, an easy steamer.
Just as we coupled to the mall car a crowd
of strikers swarmed out of the dusk. They
were in an ugly and when Andy
Nicholson sprang up into

the cab 1 saw we were in for trouble

“Look here, " exclaimed Cam-

laying a heavy hand Foleyv's
houlder; *“you don't want to take this
rain out, 4o you? You wouldn't beat hone
est workingmen out of a job?

“I'm not beating anyvbody out of a job. If

nt to take out take It out,

ion't, this cabh.”

evening, palr of overalls on,

Neighbor

mood

Cameron and DBat

partner

on

this train,
get out of
r was nonplused Nichalson, &
. raised his fist menacingly.
boss,” he growled, “we won't
scabs on this line.*
it of this cab.”
‘omise you you'll never get out
ever ger Into it
swinging down,
ring angrily. I
out of the scrape. but, to
‘ - up an ofl-
filllng his

0 AnYy-

of it

my buck., ¥ you
LCameron
ollowed, mutls

wWelry

The

=¥ had him
under their feet 1 a minut I jumped
Buckley, the conducter,
running up Between uz we gave the
fellow a Hft. He squirmed out llke &
and backed Instantly against the ten-

tiger

down,. and bBa
o s
Jitrle
cal
der.
“Omne at a time, and come on."” he cried
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